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than I can help my awkwardness with our youngsters. I am proud
of the children, hut I seem incapable of showing it. It is improbable
that any of them—and Ellis, my oldest son, in particular—feels the
slightest affection or respect for me despite Andrea's loyal drama-
tization of Daddy as the head of the family.
Last spring I built a swimming pool in our back yard, but the
kids don't seem to get much kick out of it. They don't keep the
water clean and cleared of leaves, that's for sure. I set up a work-
room for Ellis and equipped it with tools. When he was building
his jalopy I tried to show hi-m how to make a better job of it. He
preferred to do his tinkering at a fly-by-night garage downtown. I
am a graduate engineer, and my experience ranges from rheostats
to rockets. Ellis took the advice of a jack-leg mechanic!
The fact is I feel almost as much a stranger with my children as I
do with the people I see on a plane or pass in the street. There are
times I get so hungry for warmth and comradeship, for somebody
to talk to, really talk to, I feel a little batty.
I've worked like a slave since my earliest teens, and it seems to
me Tve wound up with nothing worth having. Many mornings
when the gates of the plant where I work close behind me, I have
the feeling I've stepped inside a prison. My throat constricts, my
heart pounds, I want to run.
In the evenings when I return home I feel I am entering another
prison, a prison where I am tethered by my wife's relentless, in-
flexible devotion.
The truth is I am almost insanely bored with my marriage and
my present existence. So bored that I am sick half the time from
nerves and inner pressure. I believe I should live by myself awhile
for everybody's sake.
At the Institute our trained counselors immediately realized that
no wife could solve Dick Weymer's thorny personality problems,
that a new love was no answer for him. Clarice Johnson could not
have made him happy, regardless of how fascinating she had mo-

